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PRIZE  WINNING  STORY 


FLIGHT  139 

Harry  Fuller  awoke  with  a start  and  at 
once  knew  something  was  wrong.  It  was  just  a 
feeling,  but  a quick  glance  at  his  alarm  clock 
proved  his  senses  to  be  right. 

"Oh,  no,  it’s  an  hour  late!"  screamed 

Harry.  "Of  all  the  mornings and  me  with  a 

plane  to  catch."  Even  as  he  spoke  to  himself 
he  could  hear  his  boss’s  words  of  the  day 
before. 

"Fuller,  that  plane  leaves  at  eleven  for- 
ty-five sharp.  You  had  better  be  on  it.  And 
when  you  get  to  Chicago,  you  had  also  better 
wrap  up  this  deal  or  you’ll  be  on  the  outside 
looking  in." 

It  wasn’t  that  Harry  was  afraid  of  his 
boss,  it  was  just  that  he  couldn’t  afford  to 
lose  his  job  as  an  advertising  executive  for 
a small  but  growing  firm  in  New  York. 

As  Harry  flew  from  the  bed  to  the  closet, 
an  armchair  jumped  into  his  path  and  executed 
a block  that  Andy  Robustelli  would  have  been 
proud  of. 

"Ouch!  Dag  nab  armchair!"  muttered  Harry 
as  he  picked  himself  utd  from  the  floor. 

Dressing  and  washing  hurriedly,  he  ran  to 
the  kitchen,  where,  while  making  a cup  of  cof- 
fee, he  scalded  himself  severely. 

"Ouch!  Dag  nab  stove!" 

Harry,  looking  a bit  pale,  raced  to  the 
medicine  cabinet  and  applied  iodine,  which  also 
stung  severely.  Since  this  hurt  worse  than 
the  burn,  Harry  turned  once  again  to  that  mem- 
orable phrase: 

"Ouch!  Dag  nab  iodine!" 

Harry’s  alarm  had  gone  off  at  S:30  A.  M. 

It  was  now  9t05  and  he  was  coming  up  in  the  el- 
evator after  venturing  down  from  his  third- 
floor  apartment  to  get  the  mail.  On  this  par- 
ticular morning  Harry  had  received  one  official- 
looking envelope  which  said  in  bold  type  on  the 
front:  YOU  MAY  ALREADY  HAVE  WON  A 1965  ASTER- 

OID V8  (easy-to-assemble  kit  form).  The 
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postman  had  also  delivered  a shoe-box-sized 
package,  which,  because  of  the  foreign  stamps, 
Harry  knew  must  be  from  a friend  who  was  vis- 
iting Mexico. 

Harry  had  used  the  stairs  while  going 
down  to  get  the  mail  but  because  of  the  pre- 
vious incidents,  he  decided  not  to  press  his 
luck  and  take  the  chance  that  he  might  break 
his  neck. 

That  theory  was  suddenly  shattered,  how- 
ever, when  the  outdated  motor  silently  died 
and  left  the  elevator  stranded  just  beyond  the 
second  floor.  Panic  seized  him  momentarily 
and  Harry ^s  thoughts  turned  to  the  plane  leav- 
ing without  him,  his  boss  hanging  him  from  the 
nearest  lamp  post,  and  the  water  for  his  coffee 
boiling  away  on  the  stove. 

Harry  Fuller  is  a normal,  well-adjusted, 
sane  man.  But  under  stress  and  strain,  people 
will  sometimes  do  peculiar  things.  After  this 
normal,  well-adjusted,  sane  man  stopped  crying, 
and,  for  the  second  time  that  day,  got  up  from 
the  floor,  an  inspiration  came  to  him.  If  the 
elevator  had  stooped  in  such  a way  so  that  the 
inner  door  was  overlapping  with  the  outer  door 
on  either  the  second  or  third  floor,  maybe  the 
button  marked  DOOR  would  still  slide  both  en- 
trances open.  It  seems  that  somebody  in  that 
great  ad  agency  in  the  sky  still  liked  Harry, 
for  when  the  appropriate  button  was  -rushed, 
the  doors  slid  open  to  reveal  a slit  just  wide 
enough  for  him  to  jump  down  to  safety. 

Harry  cautiously  crept  up  the  final  flight 
of  stairs  and  finally  reached  his  apartment. 
Coming  to  the  conclusion  that  he  needed  a little 
cheering  up,  he  sat  down  on  the  sofa  and  opened 
the  package  that  came  in  the  mail.  In  the  box 
was  a small  wooden  statue  with  bright-red  bits 
of  glass  embedded  in  its  eyes.  Harry  guessed 
that  it  was  supposed  to  be  an  ancient  Mexican 
Indian  god.  There  was  a post  card  enclosed  in 
the  box  also  and  the  note  on  the  back  of  it 
said : 
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"Dear  Harry, 

Having  wonderful  time,  wish  you  were 
here.  I found  this  statue  In  a little  souvenir 
shop  and  thought  you  might  like  It. 

The  legend  that  goes  with  It  says  that 
this  ancient  Aztec  god  will  bring  Its  owner 
good  luck.  Not  that  you  need  it.  I will  see 
you  soon. 


Your  pal, 

Phll“ 

Harry  laid  aside  the  statue  and  went  into 
his  room  to  pack.  As  he  was  opening  the 
dresser  drawer,  he  sensed  an  odd  odor  and  It 
suddenly  occured  to  him  that  he  had  left  the 
gas  on  under  the  pan  of  water.  He  raced  to  the 
kitchen,  turned  off  the  gas,  and  flung  open 
the  window.  Then  feeling  dizzy  he  stumbled  to 
the  living  room  and  collapsed  on  the  sofa. 

By  the  time  he  had  recovered.  It  was 
nearly  10:15.  Harry,  once  again  went  to  his 
room,  threw  a few  things  in  his  suitcase  and, 
locking  the  door  behind  him,  sped  downstairs. 

It  took  five  full  minutes  before  he 
finally  hailed  a cab.  "Kennedy  Airport  and 
fast  I"  announced  Harry  as  he  scrambled  Into  the 
back  seat. 

Harry  kept  track  of  every  minute  on  that 
seemingly  endless  ride.  10:30 .10:35. 

"I  never  knew  there  were  this  many  red 
lights  In  the  city,"  mumbled  Harry. 

10:40.....He  could  see  the  airport. 

The  cab  screeched  to  a halt.  Harry  paid  the 
driver  and  stumbled  out  of  the  cab. 

As  he  raced  toward  the  gate  he  could  see 
his  plane,  flight  139,  taxiing  down  the  runway. 
It  picked  up  speed  and  lifted  Into  the  air 
like  a giant  silver  bird. 

Harry's  eyes  filled  with  tears  of  desper- 
ation as  he  watched  the  fading  dot  disappear 
Into  the  clouds. 
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He  took  another  cab  home  and  with  a heavy 
heart  climbed  the  stairs,  unlocked  the  door  and 
went  into  the  apartment.  He  picked  up  the 
”good  luck^^  statue  and  srrashed  it  with  all  his 
might  against  the  wall. 

Harry  went  to  his  room  and  lay  dovm  on 
the  bed.  After  about  a half-hour  i^e  turned  on 
the  radio.  Some  music  might  cheer  him  up. 

What  he  heard  turned  him.  rigid  with  astonish- 
ment. ^'United  Airlines,  flight  139  exploded 
in  mid-air  ten  minutes  after  taking  off  from 
Kennedy  Airport.  There  are  no  survivors. 

— Jeffrey  V/ebster 


PRIZE  WINNING  POEM 


IT  TAKES  THE  NIGHT  FOREVER 

It  takes  the  night  forever  to  end, 

When  you’re  thinking  of  someone  lost. 

The  days  drag  on,  hour  on  hour 
When  you’re  paying  the  pain  it  costs 
To  love  a being  from  a memory 
That  time  could  never  conquer. 

A weary  heart  feels  so  forlorn 
When  discarded  and  aching 
For  the  love  it  has  known. 

When  weeping  has  proved  to  be 
Pointless  and  empty, 

The  tears  stop  their  wasting — 

A soul’s  death  makes  its  entry. 

When  beauty  and  song  can  only  repeat 
That  love’s  not  to  keep  but  only  to  lend 
It  takes  the  night  forever  to  end. 

— Laurel  Crowell 
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#1 


Moon- 

Compassionate, 

Watchful , 

Faithful , 

You  know  all  secrets# 
Watch  me  now 
As  you  have  always  done. 
See  me  through 
Once  more; 

Peer  through  the  clouds 
And  comfort  me 
— Moon • 


#2 

Just  as  a tear  threatened 
I noticed 

his  eyes  smiling  at  me 
across  the  crowd. 

Alone  no  more,  I 
smiled  too 

and  as  our  eyes  held 
I lost  myself 
in  their  dream  world 
of  brown-gold. 

—Sue  Haynes 
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ON  A WHISKER 


At  around  the  age  of  twelve  each  boy  has 
an  emotional  experience  which  will  never 
again  be  equalled  in  his  life  time.  Some  fine 
morning  he  awakes,  looks  in  the  mirror  (all 
people  do),  and  finds  to  his  boundless  joy  a 
small  strand  of  peacii  fuzz  Protruding  from 
his  jaw.  To  him  it  looks  like  a Giant  Redwood, 
the  lone  object  in  trie  sea  of  freckles.  His 
heart  leaps  and  he  stands  and  stares  at  the 
lonely  little  whisker  for  ten  minutes.  Then 
he  tilts  his  head  at  a multitude  of  angles 
to  see  at  which  profile  it  looks  miost  manly. 

After  v/ashing  his  face,  he  checks  to  see 
if  it  is  still  there.  It  is.  Now  is  the 
time  when  he  can  strut  into  the  kitchen  and 
proudly  announce  to  his  parents  that  he  is  a 
man.  When  they  say,  "Where?”,  he  is  shattered. 

A whisker  that  long  you  should  be  able  to  see 
at  three  feet,  he  thinks.  They  must  be  blind. 

On  closer  examination  (with  a 5C  power  mag- 
nifying glass)  the  father  sadly  adm^its  that 
his  son  is  aging  too  fast.  What  a traumatic 
experience  it  must  be  to  a father  when  he 
realizes  that  his  son  has  become  a man.  The 
boy*s  mother  hides  her  face  in  her  apron  and 
weeps  despairingly. 

For  the  first  time  in  his  life  the  boy, 
pardon  me,  man  is  eager  to  go  to  school.  To 
be  the  only  boy  in  the  fourth  grade  with  a 
beard  is  going  to  make  him  a pretty  big  man. 

(To  be  the  only  boy  in  the  fourth  grade 
twelve  years  old  is  a little  distressing  when 
you  think  about  it.)  He  thinks  seriously  of 
how  he  can  bring  his  goatee  to  his  classmate's 
attention.  After  thinking  out  a very  inobvious 
way  he  com.es  upon  them  and  shouts  gleefully, 

"Look  at  m.y  keen  new  whisker."  The  others, 
being  very  jealous,  tell  him  that  it  isn't  too 
big  and  they  would  have  one  too  but  their  mothers 
make  them  shave. 

Later  in  the  day,  the  man  is  talking  with 
his  nine  year  old  steady  and  he  tilts  his  head 
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in  all  directions  so  she  will  get  the  best 
visible  view  of  his  jaw.  When,  after  an 
eternity  to  him,  she  finally  spies  the  cute 
little  hair  she  says  excitedly,  "My,  that's  a 
fine  looking  whisker  you  have  there,"  Then, 
with  the  air  of  Richard  Burton,  he  replies 
cooly,  "Oh,  I must  have  missed  it  when  I 
shaved  this  morning."  Then  he  sits  like  the 
mighty  Caesar  and  gloats  in  victory  as  the 
Brutuses  shoot  daggers  from  their  jealous  eyes. 

When,  after  a triumphant  day  in  the  field, 
the  mighty  Caesar  returns  home,  he  rushes  to 
the  mirror  to  see  if  it  has  grown  any.  After 
gazing  at  it  for  fifteen  minutes,  he  makes  a 
fateful  decision.  Yes,  he  is  going  to  shave 
it.  This  is  a difficult  decision  because  the 
magnificent  sapling  has  already  become  a part 
of  his  oozing  personality.  Also,  because  he 
runs  the  risk  of  permanently  maiming  himself 
with  his  father's  razor. 

Filled  with  the  fear  of  a gladiator  be- 
fore the  lions  are  loosed  against  him,  the 
man  walks  to  the  bathroom,  blesses  himself, 
and  wets  his  face.  He  then  lathers  his  face 
and  picks  up  the  razor.  He  shakes  violently 
like  a junky  without  a fix.  He  breaks  into  a 
cold  sweat.  He  shakily  rakes  the  lather 
away  and  with  it  the  little  stub  of  personal- 
ity falls. 

Ten  minutes,  four  band-aids,  and  several 
freckles  later,  the  boy  drags  into  the  kitchen. 
Like  Samson  without  his  hair,  the  little  boy 
is  in  dire  need  of  vitamins.  Looking  at  him, 
his  mother  says,  "Is  it  over, son?" 

He  replies  sternly,  "No,  this  is  just 
the  beginning." 

As  the  sun  sinks  below  the  horizon,  a 
father  sighs,  a mother  weeps,  and  a boy  says, 
"Dad,  where's  your  after  shave  lotion?" 

— Francis  Simanski 
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THE  LOST  PEAK 


Off  the  highest  peak, 

Tvunbled  slowly  down, 

In  spite  of  scrambling  to  my  feet 
1 kept  on  losing  ground. 

That  rocky  mountain  was  my  life. 

Its  ascent  my  frantic  quest} 

When  I tvimbled  downward. 

It  spoke  of  me  in  jest. 

Another  climber  reached  that  peak, 

I heard  the  other  day} 

Cast  aside  by  one  so  weak, 

My  grandeur  doesn't  sway. 

Although  he  conquered  my  fond  hope. 
Hugely  lessening  my  will. 

My  thoughts  may  wander  to  that  place, 
Where  he  is  frozen  still. 


— Timothy  Norwood 


KEEPING  UP 


Ask  any  Smith,  Bro>^n  or  Green  on  the 
street  and  he  \vill  tell  you  — if  you  can’t 
keep  up  the  the  Joneses,  life  just  isn’t  \\orth 
living.  Keeping  up  to  the  standards  of  one’s 
neighbors  is  often  difficult,  especially  if 
they  possess  the  peculiar  quirk  of  ^^anting  to 
be  the  best  in  the  neighborhood. 

The  first  step  in  getting  vihatever  Mr. 

Jones  just  dashed  out  and  bought  is  to  find 
out  A^hat  it  is.  This  may  be  accomplished  by 
persistent  observation  of  your  neighbor’s  house 
(field  glasses  are  optional).  If  you  happen 
to  be  the  daring  type  and  your  yard  is  lined 
viith  high  hedges,  you  may  attempt  a bit  of 
outdoor  scouting.  When  your  reconnaissance 
reveals  a furniture  van,  a parcel  postman,  or 
you  happen  to  get  a sudden  glimpse  of  a dealer’s 
license  plate,  suddenly  run  out  of  sugar. 

While  your  cup  is  being  filled,  ^^ith  compliant 
friendliness,  it  is  often  possible  to  do  some 
personal  snooping  and  discover  \^hat’s  ne^  . 

Once  you  do,  rush  out  and  buy  the  same  thing. 
Even  if  you  have  t^^o  of  them  already,  the  lat- 
est model  might  have  a couple  of  extra  attach- 
ments . 

If  you  happen  to  be  allergic  to  dogs  and 
Mrs.  Jones  has  a nevi  French  Poodle,  ’’Allerest” 
can  be  bought  at  any  local  drugstore,  and  Fifi 
is  a nice  name . 

A salesman  should  never  be  turned  a\\ay 
^\ith  out  thorough  inquiry  as  to  ^^hat  ’’the  lady 
next  door”  purchased.  If  she  bought  nothing 
you  may  resume  slamming  the  door  in  his  face, 
but  in  case  she  purchased  a combination  can- 
opener,  cork  screvi , nut  pick  and  scre\^-driver , 
you  must  follow  suit. 

The  most  important  thing  to  remember  when 
keeping  up  with  the  Joneses  is  to  let  the 
neighborhood  know  it.  Packing  cases  from  new 
appliances  should  be  arranged  on  the  front 
lawn,  and  because  ’’all’s  fair  in  love  and  war,” 
you  may  print  ’’Color”  on  the  empty  crate  of 
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your  black  and  vhite  T.  V, 

Keeping  up  with  the  Jonses  takes  skill, 
daring,  and  money.  If  you  possess  a plentiful 
supply  of  all  three,  someday  they  may  be 
trying  to  keep  up  with  you. 


— Paula  Whiteman 


PARADOXES 


I 

Letters  standing  together 
Rtmning  from  beginning  to  end 
From  the  end  to  the  beginning 
Waiting  to  be  used 
Offering  a beauty — 

Communion  with  the  living 
Letters  standing  together 
Unused 
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II 

Inescapable  as  being  born 
A debt  not  owed  but  paid 
To  see  the  earth  washed  silently  away 
In  brackish  waters. 

Losing  each  grain  of  sand  unwillingly 
Soon  to  stand  on  foam 
My  brothers  gone. 


III 

Solace  in  darkness 
To  be  blind  a joy. 

Offered  a light  I would  turn  away^ 
The  brightness  hurting  my  eyes. 

How  hard  to  live  in  the  light 
Seeing  the  path  untrodden. 

Easier  to  be  blind — to  whimper 
In  the  night, 

^The  failing  was  not  mine." 

— Linda  Waynelovich 
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ON  BECOiyUNG  KIGHTi:^ 

(with  apologies  to  J.  Milton) 

On  becoming  eighteen  I simply  find 
That  I have  no  time  to  waste  my  time. 

1 am  pushed  and  shoved  into  a life 
That  I*m  constantly  told  is  full  of  strife 
And  hardships;  and  I*m  sure  to  hate  it 
If  Russia  first  doesn’t  detonate  it. 

My  vast  sum  of  years  have  added  such  knowledge 
I don't  really  need  to  go  to  college. 

I've  mastered  the  slide  rule  and  in  two  minutes 

flat 

Can  multiply  2x3  and  hard  problems  like  that. 

My  language  fluency  is  so  neat 

If  I could  learn  English  it  would  be  complete. 

I've  learned  all  the  names  of  the  bones  you'll  see 
Broken — when  I next  drive  into  a tree. 

After  extensive  study,  I think  I’ll  model  my  life 
Upon  that  of  Lucretia  Borgia  and  Macbeth  and  his 

wife. 

Eighteen  is  certainly  a noble  age 

And  is  supposed  to  begin  a brand  new  stage. 

But  I have  learned  something  that's  nothing  new: 
What's  supposed  to  be,  isn't  always  true. 

— Patricia  Ryan 
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SEASIDE  SOLITUDE 

I walked  slowly  along  the  cool,  wet  sand 
Of  the  seashore. 

The  clouds  loomed  above:  ominous  and  dark. 

Under  my  feet  the  earth — 

A rock,  strong  and  solid. 

A lone  sea  gull  flew  overhead,  crying  plaintively. 
Grey  against  a ceiling  of  grey. 

The  ebbing  waves — a vast  ocean 
Undisturbed. 

The  salty  air  stung  sharply. 

Suddenly,  with  unbearable  force 

The  waves  roared  and  slapped  against  my  legs 

With  unbounded  fury. 

Gulls  squawked  impatiently 
As  the  wind  rose  violently. 

Stopping  as  quickly  as  it  began. 

Now — complete  stillness. 

A moment  later — softly,  silently. 

The  rain  came. 


— Ardice  Dube 
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IF  ONLY  I KING 


if  only  I were  king 

Kind  monarch,  that’s  me 

Never  wicked 

Not  Ivan  the  terrible 

Peasants  are  my  nobles 

They  gather  a 11  a round  my  throne 

They  love  me 

I am  so  kind,  I say  it  again 

Kindness  is  my  crov/n 

No  gold  or  diamonds 

There  are  no  scheming  aristocrats 

In  my  court 

I haven’t  any  IVlarie  Antoinette 
There  is  both  bread  and  cake 
VJhere  I reign 
They  come  to  me  for  my 
Kindness 

And  I bestow  it  on  them 
Like  knighthood 

Angry  people  come  to  me 
My  kindness  drovms  their  anger 
The  subjects  of  my  kingdom 
Are  healed  of  anger 
Towards  each  other 
dtrife  is  nowhere 

If  only  I were  king 

The  people  of  my  kingdom 

V^ould  lose  their  terrible  faults 

Because  of  my  kindness 

Overflowing 

They  know  no  greed  no  prejudice 
No  envy 

They  are  not  sad 
All  trouble  gone 
Anxiety  ended 
There  would  be  f lav  ers 
Lvery where 

And  multicolored  fireflies 
Nature  would  submit  to  my  kindness 
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A god  of  war  would  be  unknown 
Kill,  a buried  word 
Peace  as  wide  as  the  sky 
Beauty 

And  fear  of  death  a conquered  thing 
If  only  I were  king 


--Rodney  Bergiel 


ALONE 


alone; 

desperately  alone; 

it  has  only  been  a short  time, 

but  it  seems  forever. 

love; 

desperately  in  love; 
but  to  say  i am  loved 
i cannot. 

hurt; 

desperately  hurt; 

to  be  alone,  in  love,  and  hurt 

is  but  a sinister  feeling. 

—Patricia  Legere 
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GROWING  BEYOND  THE  IMAGE 


Some  Instinct  within  her  said  that  she 
just  couldn't  turn  over  and  take  advantage  of 
that  last  shut-eye.  Early  as  it  was,  she 
softly  emerged  from  her  bed  on  the  couch, 
slipped  into  her  rolled-up  jeans  and  brown 
plaid  blouse  and  silently  stole  away  from  the 
trailer.  Barefoot,  running  quickly  and  quiet- 
ly down  the  drive  of  the  trailer  park,  she  no- 
ted that  no  others  had  yet  begun  to  engage 
themselves  in  the  morning  tasks. 

As  she  padded  along  the  short  strip  of 
highway  towards  the  stone  wall,  she  hastened 
her  speed  in  hopes  of  finding  her  friend  at 
the  appointed  place.  Upon  reaching  the  wall, 
she  discovered  that  only  a sleepy  old  gull, 
with  one  leg  tucked  under  him,  occupied  the 
rock.  Evidently  this  creature  had  already 
broken  his  fast  upon  some  fish  carcass  which 
had  washed  to  shore  during  high  tide.  She 
thought  how  silly  he  looked,  standing  there 
on  one  spindly  leg,  and  what  a miracle  it  was 
that  some  playful  wind  hadn't  knocked  him 
over.  He  was  the  true  picture  of  laziness, 
happy,  fat,  full,  and  he  had  a warm  sun  on  the 
smooth  feathers  of  his  back. 

Since  her  friend  wasn't  yet  in  view,  she 
scrambled  down  from  her  lookout  spot  on  the 
wall,  leapt  gently  down  onto  the  soft  white 
sand  and  meandered  down  to  the  shore  line. 

The  tide  was  ebbed  to  its  lowest  so  she  hopped 
from  stone  to  stone  down  to  the  water  on  the 
nearby  rock  reef.  She  then  got  out  to  the 
hard-packed  sand  and  stood  for  a moment  watch- 
ing the  little  wavelets  roll  idly  over  her 
toes.  Practically  all  was  silent,  save  the 
continuous  splat,  splat  of  her  feet  on  the  sat- 
urated sand,  as  she  meandered  down  towards  the 
extensive  rock  reef  which  separated  her  beach 
from  the  other.  Occasionally  she  paused  to 
poke,  with  her  toe,  some  unusual  sea  creature 
or  other  interesting  debris  along  the  tide 
line. 
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Upon  reacning  the  reef  she  began  a search 
for  starfish  clinging  to  rocks  which  formed 
walls  for  imprisoned  pools  of  salt  water.  This 
was  always  a good  place  to  come  to  pass  time, 
but  today  it  was  different--she  saw  things 
which  she  had  never  seen  before.  In  the  little 
pools  and  puddles  the  sun  reflected  pebbles  of 
different  hues,  creating  a natural  kaleido- 
scope. The  sun  had  risen  considerably  higher 
and  caused  the  whitecaps  to  glisten  as  diamonds 
would  on  a piece  of  navy  blue  velvet.  Sun 
higher  I Heavens  I Her  friend  would  have  sent 
Mr.  Gull  on  his  way  and  would  be  awaiting  her, 
probably  making  dribble  castles  as  she  waited. 

Off  she  flew,  her  uncombed  hair  shining 
in  the  sun,  long  and  light  as  it  streamed  be- 
hind her.  She  fled  with  winged  feet  through 
the  water  line,  where  the  water  splashed  light- 
ly on  her  arms  and  face.  Oh,  such  a run  it 
was;  she  felt  so  free  and  invigorated,  but  as 
she  reached  the  rock,  she  found  it  deserted. 

A tear  dripped  off  her  nose  onto  the  gray 
rock.  Her  imaginary  friend  had  disappeared# 

She  suddenly  remembered  the  exciting  excursion 
she  had  just  taken,  and  all  the  beautiful 
things  that  she  really  noticed  for  the  first 
time.  With  this  consolation  she  realized  that 
she  had  grown  up  and  become  aware.  Never 
again  would  she  run  without  taking  note  of  that 
which  surrounded  her,  with  her  imaginary  friend. 

--Prudence  Clark 


A Scene  by  Jackie  Zabko 
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MY  SCHOOL  DAY 


Some  of  the  things  done  in  class,  I shouldn’t 
reveal- 

Scribbling  in  books,  staring  at  walls,  or 
admiring  a sweater 

To  most  teachers  these  habits  don’t  appeal 
Probably  if  they  were  discarded,  my  work  would 
be  a little  better 

In  history  I scrawl  notes  on  pieces  of  paper 
Typing  is  a jungle  of  ribbons,  levers,  and  keys 
In  chemistry  I might  make  water  vapor 
In  geometry  my  desk  so  small,  I scrape  my  knees 
English  class  brings  no  change 
I just  can’t  seem  to  buckle  down 
Far  from  grammar  my  interests  range 
I study  Hamlet  with  a frown 

Spanish  brings  verbs,  with  which  I’m  confused 
Distinguishing  ”ser”  from  "ver”  is  puzzling 
to  me 

My  knowledge  of  them  goes  un-used 

English  speaking,  I’m  destined  to  be 

The  subject  of  spelling  just  adds  to  my  doom 

I flunk  all  tests  put  out  by  Noma 

But  my  time  will  come  in  June 

When,  I hope.  I’ll  receive  my  diploma 

— Robert  Giknis 
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SANS  ANYBODY 


First  Day 

Here  I am,  at  last  alone.  I am  at  last 
rid  of  society.  They  can't  hold  me  down  with 
their  silly  little  rules  any  more.  Hal  Now 
I can  do  anything  I want,  whenever  I want, 
however  I want,  and  I don't  have  to  worry  about 
any  of  them,  what  they  will  say  or  think  or 
do  to  me.  They  are  not  here.  They  are  still 
In  that  crazy  world  that's  forgotten  what 
life  Is  meant  ^or — to  live.  Thank  God  I 
realized  what  was  going  on.  Another  few  years 
under  all  that  whirl  of  nressure  and  T'd  have 
^een  old  '^e'^ore  my  time.  Who  wants  to  die 
younsT  when  there's  this  whol^  beautiful  world 
waltlnjy  for  me  and  anyone  else  who's  got 
time  or  sense  enough  to  see  It.  Well,  maybe 
I wouldn't  have  died,  but  I sure  would've  been 
nut  out  of  working  order  but  fast.  What  are 
they  running  their  fool  heads  off  for,  anyway, 
like  that?  Just  to  keep  ahead  of  each  other, 
or  at  least  to  keep  up,  for  the  slow  ones. 

Well,  let  them  go  right  ahead  and  work.  They 
work  so  they  can  have  money,  they  want  money 
so  they  can  have  luxuries — nice  house,  new  car, 
stylish  clothes,  and  they  want  all  those 
things  so  they  can  have  position.  Who  wants 
position?  Everybody,  I guess.  They  want 
position  so  they  can  be  completely  happy,  so 
they  won't  have  to  be  Jealous  of  anybody. 

Some  happiness!  Once  they  get  It,  they  have 
to  keep  working  to  maintain  It — to  keep  that 
nice  house  In  reoalr,  to  get  an  even  newer 
one  when  that  one  gets  embarrassingly  old, 
and  to  buy  more  clothes  when  the  old  ones  go 
out  of  style,  all  so  they  can  keep  that 
wonderful  position.  So  they're  never  really 
happy,  even  after  all  that  work  and  effort. 
Maybe  I'm  the  only  one  that  realized  that  If 
there  were  no  other  people,  no  society,  there 
wouldn't  have  to  be  any  of  that  ridiculous 
rat-race.  Or  at  least,  T think  I'm  the  only 
one  who  did  anything  about  It.  Well,  as  I 


23 


said,  here  I am— there  are  no  people  here,  no 
society,  no  rat-race,  only  me,  the  shattered 
pieces  that  I’m  trying  to  put  back  together. 

I*m  bitter,  I*m  smug,  but  I think  I’m  going  to 
be  happy. 

Seventeenth  Day 

I wonder  what  they’re  all  doing  back  home 
now,  Ifot  that  I really  care.  It’s  just  that 
out  here  by  myself,  I have  a lot  of  time  for 
thinking,  an  awful  lot  of  time,  I feel  like 
Thoreau  or  somebody,  a sort  of  a hermit.  Funny, 
I never  thought  of  myself  as  a hermit  before, 
but  I guess  that’s  what  I am,  A hermit.  But 
hermits  are  outcasts,  and  I’m  not  an  outcast. 
This  is  self-inflicted.  No,  that’s  not  the 
word.  I’m  happy  here.  Lonely,  but  happy.  It’s 
too  bad  people  couldn’t  live  together  without 
making  a mess  out  of  things.  I’d  like  to  have 
even  one  here  right  now,  if  I could  trust 
them  not  to  make  a society  and  a big  mess  out 
of  the  whole  deal.  But  I guess  even  two 
people  is  a society.  I’ll  just  have  to  get 
to  know  myself,  better  than  I do.  Those 
people  are  so  darn  busy  all  the  time  that  they 
don’t  even  get  to  know  themselves  until  they’re 
too  old  to  do  anything  about  it,  when  they’re 
all  worn  out.  I’m  not  going  to  let  that 
happen  to  me.  I’m  young,  and  this  is  when  I’m 
going  to  be  happy,  this  is  when  I’m  going  to 
find  out  what  life’s  all  about,  not  when  it’s 
too  late  to  do  anything  about  it  except  try 
to  get  it  across  to  somebody  else,  who 
wouldn’t  listen  or  believe  you  anyway.  I’m 
being  bitter  again,  but  who  cares?  Nobody’s 
here  to  accuse  me  of  it,  so  as  long  as  I want 
to  be  bitter,  why  should  I apologize?  There’s 
nobody  to  apologize  to.  I’m  glad.  I hate 
apologizing  anyway.  Half  the  time  you  don’t 
even  mean  it;  you’re  just  trying  to  get  back 
on  somebody’s  good  side  so  you  can  keep  your 
position.  No,  I don’t  have  to  do  anything 
for  anybody  else  but  myself,  and  that’s  all 
that  counts,  anyway.  There’s  nobody  here  to 


24 


know,  nobody  to  see  • • . nobody  to  care  • . • 
Thirty-fourth  Day 

Not  many  people  could  do  this,  I don^t 
think.  It  would  just  be  too  much  for  them, 
with  no  people  around  at  all.  Nothing  to  do 
but  eat,  sleep,  dream,  think  . . . and  all  alone. 
The  other  day  I realized  that  I^ve  been  doing 
a lot  of  my  thinking  out  loud  without  even 
realizing  it.  Brack  home  they  would  say  I was 
crazy,  talking  to  myself  out  loud,  but  they^re 
not  here,  and  I enjoy  hearing  the  sound  of  a 
voice,  so  what*s  the  difference?  No,  not 
many  people  would  have  the  guts  to  come  out 
here,  away  from  all  that.  It^s  such  a part  of 
them,  that  even  though  they  don*t  really  enjoy 
it,  and  although  it  just  wears  down  their 
bodies,  their  senses,  and  their  emotions,  they 
would  be  unwilling  to  give  it  all  up.  But  I 
had  courage.  I did  it.  I left  them  and  their 
society  and  everything  else.  But  what  have  I 
got  to  show  for  it?  Who  am  I trying  to  prove 
it  to,  that  I*m  somebody  to  do  this?  Where M 
it  get  me?  Am  I really  happy?  No.  No.  Why 
should  I keep  saying  and  thinking  that  this 
life  makes  me  happy?  No  one  is  here  to  know 
whether  I am  happy  or  not.  No  one  is  even 
here  to  know  if  I am  alive.  This  is  emptiness. 
There ’'s  life  all  around  me,  I live  with  it 
every  day,  but  it^s  not  human  life.  There *s 
no  one  to  talk  to  but  myself.  I^m  sick  of 
myselfj  But  this  was  my  decision.  Maybe  I am 
crazy.  But  crazy  is  a relative  word.  IM 
have  to  be  crazy  compared  to  someone  else, and 
there  is  no  one  else.  Perhaps  there ^s  no  one 
else  anywhere.  Maybe  they  We  wiped  each  other 
all  out,  and  in  a few  days,  it  will  get  me, 
too.  Then  where  will  I be?  I will  have  died 
unhappy,  alone.  No  one  to  hear  my  last  words. 

I wouldnW  even  say  any  last  words,  for  who 
would  I say  them  to?  What  would  I say?  But 
there’s  nothing  I can  do  about  it  now.  I 
must  keep  myself  from  thinking  things  like 
that.  This  whole  thing  was  to  clear  my  mind, 
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not  to  clog  it  up  even  more.  If  I run  out  of 
things  to  say  to  myself,  I’ll  start  singing 
all  the  old  songs  I ever  knew,  reciting  all 
the  old  poems.  Anything,  anything,  to  hide 
the  emptiness,  the  huge  emptiness  of  myself, 
alone. 

Fifty-ninth  Day 

I talked  to  her,  but  she  didn’t  answer  me. 
VHiy?  Doesn’t  she  like  me  any  more?  But  she 
isn’t  even  here.  Of  course  she  ^s,  see  her 
over  there?  No,  you’re  crazy.  '^hy,  I guess 
1 am.  Vrho  am  I talking  to  anyvjay?  There’s 

no  one  here.  No  one  but  me all  alone.  Just 

me.  No  one  else.  No  one  to  smile,  no  one  to 
talk,  no  one  to  love  me,  but  I don’t  care.  I 
don’t  care.  I don’t  care.  I don’t  care.  I 
don’t  care.  1 DON’T  CARE’ 


Susan  Haynes 


COM- UNI SM 


An  idea; 

Remote, 

Ignored, 

A grov/th; 

Swift , 

Strong, 

A power; 

Dominant , 

A cancer  overlooked. 

--Brian  Marsh 
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SMALL  PROBLEMS 


Oh  ra’gosh!  Exams  tomorrow,  of  all  days, 
Let^s  see  now~IM  better  try  to  get  organized. 
It^s  quarter  of  two  now,  so  that  leaves  one, 
two,  three  hours  to  pick  up  the  dress  at  the 
cleaners,  do  the  dishes,  wash  my  hair,  and  call 
Mrs.  Lorden  to  tell  her  it^s  impossible  for 
me  to  babysit  with  those  little  monsters  to- 
night. 

Ring-gg  • . . wonder  who^s  calling  now? 
Hello.  Oh,  Mrs.  Lorden,  I didn^t  recognize 
your  voice.  I was  just  going  to  call  you. 

Say  that  again!  Your  cold  has  developed  into 
a severe  respiratory  infection  and  you^re  go- 
ing to  the  hospital  and  could  I sit  with  the 
little  dears  until  your  husband  comes  home? 
Well,  I’m  kind  of  busy.  Have  you  tried  Pam? 

Oh,  I’d  forgotten  she  works  afternoons  now. 

O.K.  I’ll  be  there  in  ten  minutes.  Bye. 

Holy  cowl  Why  am  I always  a sucker  for 
a hard  luck  story?  I’ll  give  those  dishes  a 
once  over  now  and  still  be  on  time  if  I run 
all  the  way. 

Bong-g,  bong-g.  Two  o’clock  and  I’ve 
only  got  another  quarter  mile  to  go.  I wonder 
if  they’d  let  me  join  the  track  team?  Gosh, 
if  I hadn’t  poured  cleaning  fluid  into  the 
dishpan  instead  of  soap  powder,  I wouldn’t  be 
so  late. 

Ding,  dong.  Hello,  Mrs.  Lorden.  You’re 
leaving  right  now?  Mr.  Lorden  will  be  home 
at  six?  OK.  Here’s  the  taxi.  Come  on 
kids,  wave  good-bye  to  Mommy. 

Oh,  Lu-Ann,  don’t  cry.  If  you’re  good. 
I’ll  buy  you  all  ice  cream  when  we  go  down 
street. 

Tony I Don’t  you  dare  touch  my  new  mohair 
sweater  with  those  peanut  buttery  fingers. 

Where’s  Mary  Ellen?  Don’t  just  stand 
there  like  Egyptian  mummies,  where  is  she?  Go 
ahead  and  be  stubborn.  I’ll  find  her  myself. 

Mary  Ellen,  how  did  you  get  in  that  oven? 
Don’t  laugh.  It’s  not  funny. 
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Is  everybody  ready?  1^11  pull  the  sled 
and  you  just  hang  on.  Please  behave  if  we  see 
anyone  at  the  drugstore  that  I know. 

O.K,  Here  we  are.  What  kind  of  ice  cream 
do  you  want?  Tony,  they  don^t  have  peanut 
butter  ice  cream.  We’ll  have  one  fudge  ripple, 
one  black  raspberry,  one  butter  crunch  and 
I’ll  have  a cup  of  tranquilizers.  I mean  coffee. 

Hi  Ronnie!  I’ve  got  the  gang  with  me  to- 
day. Tony!  No  more  remarks  from  you  . . . 
please.  Bye  Ron.  See  you  tomorrow. 

Tony,  sometimes  I don’t  know  what  keeps 
me  from  wringing  your  neck.  This  is  a warning! 

All  aboard?  Next  stop  is  the  cleaners. 

Hi,  Mrs.  Reed.  Could  you  get  the  soda 
stain  out  of  my  blue  dress?  Oh,  no!  Will 
mother  go  through  the  ceiling!  Thanks,  any- 
way. 

Tony,  we’re  almost  home.  No,  you  can’t 
pull  me.  Understand?  I didn’t  think  you 
would . 

Here  comes  your  father  now.  Hello,  Mr. 
Lorden.  No,  the  kids  weren’t  bad  at  all  today. 

We  had  a little  trouble  over  whether  or  not 
peanut  butter  is  good  on  spinach  and  pork 
chops,  but  I guess  everyone  has  his  own  tastes. 

No,  Mr.  Lorden,  I don’t  think  I’ll  be 
able  to  make  it  tonight.  Have  you  tried  Para? 

—Kathryn  Bedaw 
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ODR  INNER  STRENGTH 


Facing  our  disappointments, 

Is  a hard  and  trying  task, 

And  upholding  our  true  convictions 
Is  sometimes  a lot  to  ask. 

It  is  only  the  courageous 
Accepting  defeat  and  stress. 

Who  in  every  inner  battle. 

Turn  trouble  to  success. 

Courage,  yes  true  courage. 

As  piire  as  it  can  be. 

Is  a fine  trait,  a valiant  truth 
Difficult  at  times  to  see. 

People  will  honor  daring, 

They'll  also  reward  the  brave. 

But  many  a time  they'll  overlook 
The  courage  of  those  afraid. 

This  truly  special  inner  strength 
Is  wisely  used  youth. 

Whose  fresh,  untried  and  seeking  minds, 
Take  refuge  in  the  truth. 

There's  a feeling  of  true  contentment 
When  we  accept  our  many  woes. 

And  an  inner  satisfaction 

Upon  defeating  our  strongest  foes. 

--Kathryn  Conway 
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The  sands 

The  softness  of  the  sifted  sands, 

Warmed  by  the  sun, 

A welcome. 

Her  toes  tread  their  surface — 

Pause  and  search. 

They  dig  beneath  the  layers 
Of  warmth  to  a prize — 

The  cool,  rich  moisture  of  the  inner  earth. 
Dark,  but  without  color. 

Stringy  stalks  of  weeds. 

Sprouting  from  a smooth  beach. 

Wave  their  spindly  tenacles 

In  the  wind;  brush  aigainst  her  legs. 

Thin  and  flowing,  but  without  shape. 

The  sea  pulsates  on  a clammy  shore. 

An  icy  tingly  welcome  to 
Toes  warmed  with  sand. 

A mighty  giant  that  roars  abroad. 

Grown  tame  with  silken  waves 
Glittering  in  the  sun. 

A multi-colored  rainbow  without  shade. 

She  fingers  the 
Symmetry  of  round  pebbles. 

The  abstract  waves  of  scalloped  shells. 

The  strands  of  slimy  sea  plants. 

Strange,  imageless. 

She  hears  the  gulls  cry. 

The  flapping  of  its  wings. 

Smells  in  the  breeze  a freshness 
Centuries  old. 

So  majiy  wonders. 

So  many  beauties. 

Such  a world  nature  would  show  her — 

If  she  could  see. 


— Paula  Whiteman 
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ESTELLA:  1964 


Today,  as  in  the  time  of  Charles  Dickens, 
a person  displaying  the  arrogance  and  haughti- 
ness of  Estella  would  generally  be  associated 
with  what  we  tend  to  call  ’*high  society." 

Most,  but  not  necessarily  all,  of  the  present 
day  Estellas  were  born  with  silver  spoons  in 
their  mouths.  Due  to  this  fact,  they’ve 
probably  never  had  much  of  a chance  to  mingle 
with  people  of  lower  social  levels  than  their 
own.  But  I don’t  think  the  entire  blame  can 
be  placed  on  the  girls  themselves;  in  fact, 
the  true  cause  for  their  show  of  superiority 
is  wealthy  parents  who  discourage  their 
daughters  from  friendships,  even  acquaintances, 
with  members  of  the  lower  social  class.  Con- 
sequently, the  heiresses-to-be  are  pushed  into 
a kind  of  seclusion.  They  have  classes  from 
private  tutors  or  attend  the  most  exclusive 
schools  in  the  most  fashionable  parts  of  the 
country.  To  them  exhibitions  of  conceit  and 
vanity  become  a part  of  the  accepted  treatment 
to  all  inferiors. 

By  the  time  she  reaches  the  age  of  sixteen, 
Estella  has  been  taught  all  the  basic  rules  of 
the  top  social  class.  Besides  all  the  laws 
of  etiquette,  she  learns  a few  in  regard  to 
conduct  toward  the  members  of  the  inferior 
class.  First,  try  very  hard  to  stay  within  the 
walls  of  your  own ’^society.  Second,  if  you  must 
come  into  contact  with  the  outside  world,  act 
completely  self-possessed  and  use  an  extra 
amount  of  vain  glory  (it  brings  out  the  true 
inferior  qualities  of  the  lower  class).  And 
most  important,  don’t  ever  willingly  condescend 
to  the  lower  class,  except  of  course  for 
charity’s  sake. 

With  mastering  these  rules,  "dear"  Estella 
is  presented  at  a "coming  -out  ball"  attended, 
of  course,  by  other  members  of  her  superior 
rank.  Then,  with  the  help  of  her  parents,  an 
appropriate  husband  is  chosen  from  her  m-my 
beaus.  They  are  married  and  soon  after  find 
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that  Estella  has  become  a highlight  of  upper 
class  society,  a true  queen  of  conceit.  All 
of  her  lessons  on  snobbishness  have  been  used 
to  their  full  advantage^'  and  she's  played 
the  part  perfectly.  But  when  does  the  acting 
stop?  Never,  at  least  not  to  the  public  eye. 
Deep  dov/n  inside  she  m^ay  wrestle  with  her 
conscience  as  much  as  she  likes,  but  to  the 
world  she,  like  her  prototype  of  one  hundred 
years  previous,  is  destined  to  remain  a symbol 
of  the  rich,  accusing  upper  class. 

— Deborah  Gaines 


MElhORIES 

To  laugh  and  cry  and  run. 

To  be  aware  of  sun, 

Roon  and  stars  above  . . . 

This  a child  knows — this. 

And  love. 

To  live  and  net  to  know  it, 

To  feel  God  and  not  shov/  it , 

To  change 

From  weak  to  wild-- 

Is  this  what  it  means  to  be  a child? 
As  I watch  a child  at  play, 

In  some  familiar  way. 

Just  as  I have  done — 

So  deep 

I see  myself  again 
And  weep. 


— Pamela  Sabato 


A Doorway  by  David  Tela 


32 


A DESIRE  TO  POSSESS 


A vave  swept  to  shore, 
leaving  just  its  wake. 

Gone  forever  more, 
wanting  to  forsake. 

The  wind  grasped  a leaf 
from  a shedding  tree. 

Wanting  just  to  heave, 
upon  a grassy  sea. 

A hee  upon  a flower, 
stealing  away  its  pollen. 

But  only  for  an  hour, 

its  seizure  soon  has  fallen. 

A man  assaults  a mountain, 
fighting  on  for  a week. 

After  struggling  to  the  top, 
he  stalks  another  peak. 

A man  finds  a lover, 
a pure,  affectionate  case. 
Beneath  his  devoted  cover, 
he  craves  another  face. 

—Timothy  Norwood 
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PEOPLE 

Hearts  which  are  cold  and  bitter, 
like  a violent  snow  storm. 
Thoughts  which  go  round  and  round, 
as  if  in  an  endless  maze. 
Heads  which  think  only  of  hurt  and 
hurting. 

I hate  theml 

Or  is  it  maybe  fear 

that  I feel  inside? 

Is  it  possible  to  hate 

what  you  do  not  know 
Or  understand? 

If  it^s  fear, 

is  it  my  fear  of  them 
Or,  possibly,  my  fear  of 
And  the  chance  that  I might  be 
like  themi? 


— Sandra  Fritz 
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An  ciTTOv  is  like  the  devil 
Graceiul  v:hile  in  flight 
But  deadly  at  the  halt. 

— Bob  Caouette 


Depression  is  clouds — 

Darkness  shacovs  out  the  light 
As  tears  overflov. 


Lonliness  is  a 

Blanket  of  snov;,  excluding 

All  familiar  things. 

— Ardice  Dube 


The  vorld,  a blackboard 

Covered  v^ith  meaningful  signs  and  symbols 
Is  quickly  erased  in  one  sveep. 

— Phyllis  St .Germain 


A politician  is  like  a gun 
hhen  it  speaks 
Lestruction  it  brings. 

— Edwa  r d VJa s i elev ski 
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Death  comes  suddenly 
Leaving  no  time  to  repair 
Damage  of  hasty  words. 


One  true  friend — a pearl 
Among  all  the  quickly  dulled 
Shiny  pebbles. 

— Paula  Garrand 


Inspiration  is 
A bird;  it  flies  above  me. 
But  how  to  catch  it? 

— Patricia  Ryan 


A lighted  jewel, 

Forgiving  love  glows  even 
Brighter  through  the  dark. 


Lonely,  he  counts  friends 
As  the  miser  does  his  coins 
Over  and  over. 

— Susan  Haynes 
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A COMPARISON 


The  beach  was  deserted  now  and  as  I walked 
along  the  shore  the  only  sound  I could  hear  was 
the  lapping  of  the  waves  on  the  sand.  It  was 
late  September  and  the  sharpness  of  the  chill 
air  stung  my  face.  Behind  me  the  wind 
whispered  through  the  tall  strands  of  beach 
grass. 

I seated  myself  on  a huge  rock,  worn  smooth 
by  the  water.  The  tide  was  now  at  its  ebb  and 
the  sand  was  rippled  where  the  water  had 
previously  passed  over  it.  As  I looked  up  and 
studied  the  graceful  movements  of  a sea  gull,  I 
thought  of  how  my  surrounding  reminded  me  of  a 
man^s  life. 

The  gull  soared  out  over  the  blue  span  of 
water  entering  a new  world  and  not  knowing  what 
lay  ahead  of  him.  He  searched  the  sea  below 
him  and  finally  dove  into  the  water,  retrieving 
a huge  silver  fish.  I thought  of  how  a youth 
enters  life,  not  knowing  what  his  future  will 
hold.  He  too,  has  to  search  for  and  grasp  his 
needs  as  he  grows  older. 

I took  my  attention  from  the  bird  and  I 
picked  up  a small  piece  of  driftwood.  Its 
twisted  form  was  worn  smooth  and  it  was 
bleached  and  hardened  by  the  elements  around 
it.  I realized  that  a man  is  also  hardened  by 
everyday  problems. 

The  ocean  was  placid  now  but  I knew  that 
it  could  charge  rapidly  and  the  waves  could 
pound  against  the  shore.  Their  turbulence 
could  send  a mist  of  salt  spray  in  all  direc- 
tions, shrouding  its  surroundings ' in  a salty 
wetness.  A man  can  change  as  quickly  as  the 
sea.  His  temper  can  flame  and  he  can  become 
as  violent  as  the  waves  that  madly  pound  the 
shore. 

It  was  getting  late  now  and  a thick  gray 
mist  began  to  envelop  me.  The  beam  of  the 
distant  lighthouse  was  now  barely  visible 
through  the  heavy  blanket  of  fog.  As  I slowly 
walked  away,  I turned  and  looked  at  the  line 


of  waves  spilling  over,  one  after  another. 

For  every  one  that  broke  on  the  shore  there 
was  one  to  take  its  place.  Again  I thought 
of  man  and  how  when  one  dies  there  is  always 
another  to  take  his  place.  Just  as  the  waves 
go  on  in  a never  ending  procession,  so  too 
will  life  go  on. 

I walked  up  the  beach  disappearing  slowly 
into  the  gray  blanket  and  heading  farther  into 
my  own  life. 


— Karen  Milkey 


TURNING 

the  green  of  spring — buds-blossoms-flowers 
the  clean  smell  of  meadows — light  and  gay 
fresh  spring  air — willowy  winds 

white  loveliness  gone — another  season 
a tease~it  tricks  us — it  comes  back 
winter ^s  not  really  gone 

layers  and  layers  mat  on  the  earth 
the  green  turns  to  white 
the  air — brisk-cold-bitter 

the  wheel  of  seasons  teeters 


—Muriel  Rubin 
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BLIND? 


My  eyes  cannot  see  the  wonder  of  Christmas 
nor  the  beauty, 

And  yet  I believe. 

My  ears  cannot  hear  the  glad  voices 
nor  the  joyous  songs, 

And  yet  I rejoice. 

My  eyes  cannot  see  the  dancing  lights 
nor  the  happy  faces. 

And  yet  I smile. 

My  ears  cannot  hear  the  cheerful  greetings 
nor  the  wishful  toasts. 

And  yet  I do  not  weep. 

Why?  Because  my  joy  and  my  pleasure  are 
deep  within  my  heart. 

And  my  faith  in  God  and  His  will  are  the 
only  sight  and  sound  I need. 

And  though  I be  without  the  earthly 
treasures. 

Have  I not  more  love  and  more  reason  for 
hope  than  you? 

And  in  truth  are  you  not  more  blind  than  I? 


—Debbie  Gaines 
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THE  PROOF 


Legs  dangling,  he  sat  on  the  edge  of  the 
bed  feeling  the  husk-filled  mattress  beneath 
him--touching  it  with  calloused  fingers  but 
not  realizing  what  he  felt,  for  his  mind  was 
in  a foreign  world.  It  was  time.  He  felt  it 
as  a hvinter  feels  — instinct  from  savage  ances- 
tors. Today  was  the  day  of  killing. 

Realizing  the  hours  were  precious,  he 
quickly  pulled  on  a pair  of  tattered  Jeans,  fa- 
ded through  years  of  wear.  There  was  no  time  to 
wash,  no  time  to  eat — no  time.  He  had  wasted 
valuable  minutes  picturing  the  deer  in  his  mind 
— five  of  them  wandering — aloof,  gentle  eyed, 
soft  fur  caressing  to  the  touch.  These  were 
the  thoughts  of  the  boy  he  had  been  a few  min- 
utes ago.  Now  he  must  be  practical.  A deer 
meant  food,  money,  prestige.  He  needed  all 
these  for  himself  to  prove  he  wasn't  still  a 
boy.  At  thirteen  he  needed  to  be  a man. 

Crossing  the  room  stealthily,  he  picked 
up  his  gun,  a battered  relic  that  shot  a little 
to  the  left.  He  knew  through  months  of  prac- 
tice how  to  compensate  for  it — how  to  Judge 
how  far  he  could  be  from  his  target  and  still 
be  sure  of  a kill. 

He  opened  the  door  carefully.  His  parents 
were  sleeping  in  the  next  room  and  if  his  fath- 
er heard  him  go  out  he  would  want  to  accompany 
the  boy,  saying  whenever  possible  how  good  it 
was  to  see  his  son  man  enough  to  enjoy  hunting. 
He  could  see  it  all  now.  "You'll  enjoy  it.  Son. 
Get  the  feel  of  being  master.  Come  on,  now, 
snap  out  of  your  dream  world."  No,  today  he 
must  do  what  he  must  do — alone. 

Barefoot,  he  walked  much  as  his  primitive 
fathers  must  have — tense,  waiting,  constantly 
listening.  He  began  climbing  the  ridge,  bend- 
ing his  body  slightly  forward,  digging  his  feet 
into  the  soft  earth.  Unknowingly,  he  picked 
a blade  of  grass  and  nervously  began  biting  it 
as  he  calculated  how  long  it  would  take  to  kill 
the  deer  he  knew  he  would  see,  clean  the  body. 
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and  drag  it  home.  It  voulc  be  a hard  job  but 
it  vas  a necessary  one.  The  body  v;oulo  be 
proof  that  this  vas  not  another  of  his  child- 
ish fancies.  He  vasn*t  sure  vho  needed  proof 
more,  he  or  his  parents,  but  he  knev;  he  needed 
it. 

He  vonderec  hov  he  could  be  so  different 
from  his  parents.  They  so  practical,  he  the 
eternal  dreamer.  He  v/ished  violently  to  be 
vhat  they  wanted  but  somehow  he  always  fell 
short.  Today  that  v;ould  end. 

The  spot  where  he  finally  chose  to  wait 
for  his  prey  v;as  cool  and  shaded  by  the  encir- 
cling evergreens.  About  fifty  yards  away  was 
an  applve  tree,  laden  with  fruit.  Here  the  deer 
came  for  their  morning  meal.  He  should  know, 
he*d  watched  them  often  enough. 

Towards  noon  he  knew  one  of  them  was 
approaching.  Perhaps  the  rustling  leaves  aler- 
ted him.  He  really  coulcn*t  tell.  Hie  impor- 
tant thing  was  he  knew.  He  cocked  and  lifted 
the  gun.  Closing  his  eyes,  he  gathered  all  his 
strength.  A doe  v;as  in  sight  when  he  looked 
again.  He  felt  giddy.  That’s  odd,  he  thought. 
First  a lonely  tree,  then  a second  later,  there 
she  was.  No  noise,  no  warning,  no  motion. 

A few  seconds.  A few^  seconds  to  decide 
whether  he  deserved  the  title  ’’MAN”.  He  found 
himself  searching  wildly  for  excuses  to  miss. 

His  father  knew  the  gun  shot  to  the  left.  All 
he  would  have  to  say  is  that  he  forgot  to  allow 
for  the  vjarpec  barrel.  VJhy  couldn’t  he  say 
that?  V;hy?  V.'hat  invisible  barrier  prevented 
him  from  lying?  He  felt  so  impotent  knowing 
the  decision  had  to  be  mace  now.  The  deer  was 
beginning  to  wander  aw?ay.  A few’  more  seconds 
and  she  would  be  gone — never  again  a chance 
like  this. 

The  gim  jerked.  He  closed  his  eyes  knowing 
there  was  no  need,  to  see  if  he  had  killed  her. 
His  aim  was  perfect.  She  was  dead. 

After  a few’  minutes  he  laic  his  gun  aside 
and  walking  over  to  the  carcass,  he  looked  into 
the  staring  eyes.  He  sat  down  by  the  bocy  and 
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watched  the  blood  trickle  onto  the  soft  green 
earth  . ^Toor  deer — to  have  to  pay  such  a high 
price  to  help  me  prove  I can  do  what  I must/^ 

He  felt  as  if  she,  not  he,  were  responsible  for 
his  victory  and  he  knew  it  would  be  almost 
sacrilegious  to  break  the  spell  he  felt  him- 
self under  by  bringing  the  doe  home  where  she 
would  be  quartered  and  eaten.  No,  she  had  paid 
already.  She  belonged  here  with  the  earth. 

Picking  up  his  gun,  he  turned  home. 

— Linda  Waynelovich 


INEVITABLE  MUSTS 

To  see  we  must  be  blind.  To  hear  we  must 
be  deaf.  To  speak  we  must  be  mute.  To  smile 
we  must  cry.  To  be  we  must  not  be. 

To  be  happy  we’  must  be  sad.  To  be  rich 
we  must  be  poor.  To  be  brave  we  must  be  a 
coward.  To  be  kind  we  must  be  mean. 

To  appreciate  we  must  want.  To  love  we 
must  hate.  To  learn  we  must  not  know.  To 
succeed  we  must  fail.  To  win  we  must  lose. 

To  build  we  must  tear  down.  To  lead  we  must 
follow. 

To  have  friends  we  must  have  enemies.  To 
have  peace  we  must  have  war. 

— Paula  Garrand 


Betsy  by  Robert  Altken 
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BEING  YOUNG 

I must  laugh  and  dance  and  sing; 
Youth  is  such  a lovely  thing. 

Soon  I shall  be  old  and  stately; 

I shall  promenade  sedately 
Down  a narrow  pavement  street 
And  the  people  that  I meet 
Will  be  stiff  and  narrow  too, 
Careful  what  they  say  and  do. 

It  will  be  quite  plain  to  see 
That  they  were  never  young  like  me. 

— Jo- Anne  Klowan 
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ALONE  WITH  THE  SEA 


I stood  all  alone,  on  the  edge  of  a beach, 
Watching  the  sky  and  the  ocean  meet, 
Watching  the  sun  sink  Into  the  sea, 
Watching  the  calm  waves  wash  up  to  me. 

I stood  all  alone  on  the  edge  of  a beach, 
Thinking  of  all  the  tales  of  the  sea. 
Thinking  of  ships  that  were  laid  to  rest, 
Thinking  of  men  *neath  the  watery  crest. 

I stood  all  alone  on  the  edge  of  a beach, 
Peeling  the  gentleness  of  the  sea  and  yet, 
Peeling  Its  no^^^er  and  all  of  Its  strength, 
Peeling  alnneness  stretching  great  lengths. 

--Prances  Eddy 
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NO  EASY  WAY  OUT 


And  another  day  goes  by — and  I*m 
still  here — all  alone 
all  alone  in  an  empty  room 
and  there's  nothing  in  here  but  me 

I know  I wasn't  put  here — I 
must  have  been  born  here 
or  grew  here 

for  I can't  remember  being 
anyplace  else 

I've  lived  here  all  my  life  and 

it  seems  like  today  is  the  day 
of  my  birth — 

as  were  all  the  other  days  in 
between — 

for  each  day  is  the  same* 

Each  day  I see  and  do  the  same 
things — I stare 
around  at  the  emptiness 
and  then  I find  myself  running 
over  and  over  again  to  that 
door 

But  I know  there ' s no 
door  knob 

oust  an  empty  hold  where  the 

knob  should  be 

and  I can't  open  the  door 

and  I pound  my  fists  against  it 

I bang  on  it — 

bang  until  my  fists 

are  bruised 

but  nobody  helps  me 

they  know  I'm  here  but  they 

won't  help  me 

they  can't  be  bothered 

and  I fall  down  and  I cry 

but  then  I get  back  on  my  feet 

and  pound  some  more 


48 


Then 

I rush  over  to  the  window 
oh  yes 

there ‘s  a window — that’s 
how  I know  there’s  someone 
out  there 

they  got  out  there — and 
they’re  waiting  for  me. 

I can  see  them  out  there 
they  seem  happy 

their  faces — painted  with  smiles 
how  did  they  get  out  there 

I strain — trying  to  lift  the 
window 

I can’t  open  it — it’s  locked 
I stretch — trying  to  reach 
the  lock 

but  I just  can’t  grasp  it 

So  I sit  on  the  floor  and 
plan  ways  to  escape 
I think  and  I think — until 

Finally 

after  all  this  time — I scheme 
a solution  to  freedom 
an  easy  way  out 
so  easy  a child  could  have 
thought  of  it 

I back  away  from  the  window 
and  taking  off  my  shoe  I 
fling  it 

through  the  glass 

And  I start  to  pick  off 
pieces  of  glass 
making  the  hole  large  enough 
to  climb  through 

I get  to  the  outside  of  the  window 
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Finally 

my  problems  are  over 
I found  an  easy  way  into  this 
world  of  happiness 

Then — a h\ige  cloud  comes  by 
covering  the  sun 
and  I feel  a drop  of  cold  rain 
against  my  cheek 

As  I jump  down  off  the 
window  sill 
I cut  my  foot 

on  a piece  of  the  shattered  glass 

that  lay  on  the  ground 

below 


— Madeline  Jones 
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BLUETS,  VIOLETS  AND  LADY  SLIPPERS 

Bluets,  Violets  and  Lady  Slippers  bloom, 
Above  the  earth-caked  moss’s  bloom 
Out  in  the  svin's  caressing  rays 
To  beautify  the  clean  spring  days. 

Bluets,  Violets  and  Lady  Slippers  whisper 
Words  no  tongue  could  ever  utter. 

Whisper  songs  that  drift  and  lure 
Tell  poems  of  dappled  forest  floor. 

Bluets,  Violets  and  Lady  Slippers  ease 
With  powers  taken  from  the  sky  and  trees. 

To  keep  my  heart  from  sorry  tears 
Left  untouched  with  silly  fears. 

Bluets,  Violets  and  Lady  Slippers  lift 
Their  dreamy  faces  to  a breeze  to  be  kissed 
Loved,  and  loving  back,  a world  of  green, 
WTiere  solitude  dwells  as  in  a dream. 

I sit  and  envy  every  flower. 

Sit  and  wonder  hour  on  hour. 

Then  I smile  and  inside  cry — 

For  Bluets,  Violets  and  Lady  Slippers  die. 

— Laurel  Crowell 
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WHERE? 


If  you  ask  him,  he  will  tell  you 
Why  all  the  bluebirds  have  gone. 

They  say  the  snow  chased  them  away, 

But  they  are  foolish,  unknowing  people. 

If  you  ask  him,  he  will  tell  you 
What  lies  at  the  end  of  each  rainbow. 

They  say  it  is  a pot  of  gold. 

But  they  are  filled  with  sightless  superstitions. 

If  you  ask  him,  he  will  tell  you 
Why  the  ocean  roars. 

They  think  it  is  a sad  sound. 

But  they  are  mistadcen. 

If  you  ask  him,  he  will  tell  you 
All  the  knowledge  of  the  earth. 

All  the  errors  of  its  people. 

He  should  know. 

He  has  watched  it  form 
Through  the  years. 

With  wars,  destruction,  famine,  hate. 

He  has  seen  them  all. 

He  knows  why  the  bluebirds  have  gone. 


— Paula  Whiteman 


